jostling one another to do honour to the heir of Empire.
There was to be found everybody in India who was
anybody. But I, being unfortunately nobody, far away in
the purple ghauts, had risen long before the sun, and
in the pale cool shadowy dawn, while yet " the faint east
quickened," I went obscure, down, down: down, past
bushes of deep red shoeflower, glimmering out of dusky
brakes: down by winding leafy roads, past long ascending
grunting files of early-rising nearly naked copper-coloured
sons and daughters of the soil, bending under bowing
loads of rustling grass that hid their heads: past giant
cactus candlesticks, festooned with hanging chains of blue
convolvulus, and perched where you might have dropped
a stone suddenly into the tops of trees, a thousand feet
below: past here and there a monster spray of white
"wild arrow-root," standing, a little bent, alone with its
own loveliness ineffable, against a background of the dark:
down, down, by jagged rocky paths resembling what in
fact they were, the dried-up beds of torrents, fit rather to
be monkeys' ladders than ways for voice-dividing men:
down, hour by hour, until at last the sun was high, and
I came out into a steaming airless valley, through which
a little brook ran babbling, its waters, clear as crystal,
flashing with swarms of tiny minnows, so brightly, as to
be almost painful to the eye. Then on along a white
and glaring, dusty road, where flocks of emerald parrots
shot and screamed about the trees: and then once more,
up and up, by a dark and cool delicious forest path, like
the very road to the bower of a Sleeping Beauty, and
steeper than the way to heaven, till finally I gained the
top, and stood within the old Mardtha fort.